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It began when I decided to help out around the house by doing the laundry, something I rarely did. I found some interesting shirts among my wife's clothes – bright colors that I never saw her wear - and they smelled like smoke. 

At first I ignored it, thinking that maybe she went out with her coworkers on the night shift she had picked up. Nurses, I figured, probably smoked all the time.

Maybe Katie had even taken up smoking.

I smelled her shirt again. 

It smelled like a bar. And not a classy bar, a dirty bar, the kind you go to while you're in school or your early twenties. 

Also, I noted, this wasn’t the kind of shirt Katie would be wearing at work. 

It was red. Really low-cut.

And that's when the questioning began.

Like any guy, I didn't really want to ask her anything outright. So I started in by asking her if she had started smoking.

She rolled her eyes. “I'm a nurse.” 

She said this like it answered the question.

Did she go anywhere after work hours? Because her shirt smelled like smoke. 

She rolled her eyes again. Who knew why that was, she said dismissively.

So she didn't go anywhere after work? 

She rolled her eyes again. “I'm a nurse. Working the night shift.” She again said this like it answered the question. 

But I was not convinced. Now I was more suspicious than ever.

Katie had started working the night shift, in addition to her administrative nursing job, about two months ago. She had made the decision suddenly. She said we needed to save more money for the kids' college. 

I tried talking her out of it, but she claimed to want to do it to keep her skills up, and because it was the only shift available, and a bunch of other things that I didn't listen to very carefully. In the end, I relented, like I do with everything. Also, well...we've been married for quite some time now. It wasn't as if fireworks were happening every night. To be honest, I was sort of relieved that I could go to bed without feeling like I should be trying to have sex. 

But now – now her “night shift” seemed suspicious. 

I started digging through the laundry, and a few other places I normally didn't stick my nose. Instead of finding the drab scrubs she wore to work, and the plain shirts and jeans she wore around the house, I found tight shirts with plunging necklines. Sexy underwear with red lace. Trashy, high-heeled shoes tucked away in the back of the closet.

Was she having an affair? 

It's the first place my mind went. Maybe it was a doctor at the hospital. A new doctor, one who liked older women. 

When I think about how far off I was at the time, it kind of makes me laugh. 

So what did I do? I decided to follow her, and find out more. 

I went so far as to pull the spark plugs from the car, and force her to take a cab to wherever she was going. Then I followed her. 

Sure enough, the cab turned left at the end of our street, which was not the direction she needed to go. The taxi was easy to follow: we lived in a moderately-sized town on the outskirts of a metro area, and there weren't many cabs in the mix at 9:30 pm. 

The cab went into the slightly deserted downtown area. And not the cheerful part, with well-lit cafes and chain restaurants. The dirty part, with a bus station and a homeless shelter, vagrants and drunks on the street, pawn shops and auto repairs. 

And then the taxi pulled over, and let her out. 

A long row of Harleys was lined up in front of a biker bar. I looked around at the signs. Maybe she was doing some kind of public health visit. 

But there was nothing else on the street except a convenience store at one corner, and boarded-up windows everywhere else. 

I felt suddenly exposed in my white Nissan Sentra, so I drove around the block, praying she wouldn’t see me driving by. In the corner of my eye I saw her go into the bar. 

The opposite block was not as frightening, and it was well-lit, so I left the car there and walked back to the bar. 

Lou's.

There was a formidably-sized bouncer standing in front of the door.

I am not a confrontational person, but I was riding high on adrenaline at this point. The bouncer spotted me and met my eye, taking away some of my high. I considered backing away, like a dog from an alpha male, but he pointed at me. “You,” he said. “What do you want?” 

“I...that woman... the one who just walked in here - “

He shook his head. “No gal in here.” 

I stopped. He folded his arms across his chest.

“I just saw her walk in. I know her.”

He harrumphed. “You do, huh? Who doesn't?”

I blinked at him. I could not understand what was going on at all.

Had I seen Katie walk in? 

God, I told myself, Yes. Yes, that had been her, Her clothes, her purse, her hair, her taxi.

I suddenly felt angry, and before I could stop myself I spluttered: 

“That's my wife!” My voice sounded much weaker than I had hoped it would. 

I expected the guy to laugh in my face, or grab me and push me into the street on my back. Fear was already building up inside of me that he was going to do either one of these things.

Instead, he arched his eyebrows. His face changed. He almost seemed...sympathetic. 

“Oh yeah?' he said gently, like he really cared about my problem. “Your wife, huh?”

The tightness that was gripping my chest subsided a little. “Yeah,” I said, and my voice was a little shaky. 

“In that case,” he said, opening the door and gesturing for me to enter, “Come inside. I'll find her for you.” 

Maybe, I thought, bikers weren't all that bad. Maybe they were actually just big, gentle bears, who got a bad reputation because of their size. And their tattoos. And their big beards. But inside, they were just gentle souls who wanted to help people out.

“Lou!” the man bellowed from behind me. I tried not to jump. My eyes were still adjusting to the darkness, and I tried to orient myself. “This guy here, says Kittie's his wife.” 

“Katie,” I said involuntarily, and the big man chuckled. He placed a paw on my shoulder. “Oh, yeah, Katie,” he said. “Sorry about that.” 

I heard a round of low chuckles bubble up from around the room that I still couldn't see very well. I squinted, realizing that it did not good, but feeling like I needed to do something. The forms of large men were slowly emerging from the green haze as my eyes adjusted. 

Big men. Fat, big men, with hefty bellies and tattoos and very, very long beards. 

They were crouched possessively over their beers, but they had all turned their heads to look at me. 

I looked behind the bar. No Katie. 

Maybe i had been mistaken. Maybe I had made too many assumptions, and done too much thinking as usual. 

I made a small move backward, hoping to maybe turn around and tell the man behind that I was mistaken. The cold realization that I was not was lurking around in my mind, though: he had certainly known who she was. 

His fingertips, blunt and fat, stopped me from making any move for the door. He pushed me forward. “Lou's just in here, buddy,” he said. Now his voice had a menacing quality to it. 

The fear I had started to feel outside returned. 

“Lou!” he yelled again. “Got Kittie's husband here!”

The chuckles again moved like a wave through the cluster of men. Now I could see their hostile faces, and their eyes over their big beards. One of them jerked his head toward a door behind him. “Lou's upstairs,” he said. “Kittie, too.” 

Another wave of low laughter. 

I was starting to feel weak in the knees. Maybe I felt like throwing up. I definitely wished I wasn't there. But the fingers in my back pushed me forward. We headed for the door.

The eyes in the bar followed me, and everyone turned to watch me go up the stairs. A swinging door opened to a dingy staircase with a brown plastic coating on the floor. I stared at it as I trudged up the stairs. My stomach was twisted in knots, and I was starting to breathe irregularly. 

I wondered if Katie was even up here, or if they were just luring me to some kind of awful fate. 

At the top of the stairs, there was another door with a small window in it, blacked out by a red curtain. It was eerily quiet.

The big bouncer stretched a tattooed arm past me to knock on the door. His bulk pressed against me from behind now. He reeked of B.O., a strong, masculine odor that stung my nostrils. 

There was silence. 

“Lou!” he yelled. 

“Goddammit!” A voice hollered from inside.

“Got Kittie's husband here,” the man continued. I turned a little so that I could see his face if I strained my eyes. He had a malicious grin on his face. My stomach lurched again. I looked quickly round me: there was no way out. This door was the only thing in the hallway, other than a broken mop leaning on the wall to the left of me. I gave myself a moment to indulge in the brief fantasy of taking the mop, like an action hero, and stabbing the fat man behind me, running down the stairs, and getting out here. 

from inside, the voice said: “Oh yeah? Come right in then.” 

It was the same complacent voice the man had used downstairs, but now I was not hopeful that it was friendly. Now I knew that I was in trouble. 

I was frozen. We stood there for a moment, neither of us moving. Then he placed his fingers on my spine again. “Open the door,” he said, in his fake-friendly voice. 

I reached for the doorknob, and closed my eyes as I opened it. 

I had no idea what to expect, but I hadn't really thought I would see this. Lou was a big man, with a hefty chest and fat but strong arms. They were folded over his chest. He was seated in a torn leather chair, his legs open, his thighs bare...with a bobbing blond head between them. 

Platinum blonde. 

I had no idea where to look.

For another moment, which seemed to last forever, nobody said anything at all. The blonde woman's head moved up and down on Lou's cock, and the only sound in the room was her slurping as she serviced him. 

“So you're Kittie's husband,” he began, as if he conducted all of his business with a woman's mouth around his cock. 

“I think...” I stuttered. “There's been a mistake, really. My wife is Katie. I think...”

My voice trailed off. A cruel grin had turned up the corners of Lou's mouth, and I sensed the heavy bulk of the man behind me jiggling with an inward chuckle. 

Slurp, slurp, slurp. My eyes tried not to look at the woman who was sucking his cock, but she had on a tight black skirt and leather boots that went up to her thighs, and she was hot. I couldn't help myself. 

Lou caught me. He smiled. “She's almost done. Please, have a seat. When she's finished maybe she can do you a favor.” 

The man who had escorted me pushed me on the shoulder, his fingers pushing down painfully on my collarbone. He pinched me into a dusty plastic chair with metal legs. I sat. 

“Kittie,” Lou said loudly and suddenly, “Owes me quite a bit of money, you see.”

I looked up at the bouncer, as if he might have an answer to all this confusion. I sputtered a few words that no one understood, and then I ejected: “That that that couldn't be Katie, then, then it isn't b-b-because...Katie doesn't...” my voice trailed off. I was looking at the woman with her head between Lou's legs. Her ass was round and full, her skin was fair and creamy...

“Katie. Yeah. Katie is very good girl.” Lou placed his hand on the back of the blonde head. “So good,” he said, pushing down an orgasm that was building up inside of him. “That's it,” he coaxed. “That's it, little girl, keep going, all the way, all the way down your throat, oh yeah. Let's get it all over your face, what do you say?” 

The heat of embarrassment snaked through me, a long with the cool feeling of fear. As if he knew what I was contemplating, the bouncer placed a hand on my shoulder. 

Something was not right here, but I couldn't figure out what it was. 

With a sloppy, sticky sound, the Lou pulled the woman's mouth from his cock as he shuddered and groaned with his orgasm. I saw cum splatter into the air, onto her face, into her hair. I tried to look away, but I couldn't. Lou's eyes were on her as he sprayed his spunk all over her. 

“Stay there,” he said. 

He took his finger and wiped some of his cum from her face, and then held his finger out for her to lick. 

“Your wife,” Lou said, as though he suddenly remembered where he was.

“Look,” I said. “Whatever it is that Katie has done, or owes you...I...we can pay you for it, I'll pay you for it...I just think...”

Lou was still wiping his cum from the woman's face, watching her lick it from his fingers. The bouncer's bulky mass was chuckling behind me again. 

Then his eyes snapped up at mine. “I don't know,” he said. “I think Kittie doesn't mind paying off her debt so much.”

The bad feeling was starting to get worse, though I couldn't say why. I tried to steady myself. I tried to remain resolute.

I mean, Katie didn't want to work in a bar like this, where men got blow jobs from hookers and probably licked her all night with their eyeballs. And why was everyone calling her Kittie? This was no place for a decent woman to be. 

“I don't..” I began, but I didn't know where to start. 

“Why don't we ask her?” Lou suggested. 

That was a good idea, if Katie was here. I would simply tell her we needed to go home, pay this man whatever she “owed” him, and we would be on our way. I would figure out the rest, like what Katie had done to owe this group of degenerates money, later.

Lou tapped the blonde woman on the head, and she folded herself up to stand up. I assumed she was leaving, and that maybe someone would send her to find Katie. 

She turned around. 

My heart nearly exploded in my chest. Beneath the blond hair, and covered with a drying layer of cum stains, was Katie's face. My wife.  

My mouth hung open. 

My mind went completely blank at that moment. I had no way of reconciling the things I had just seen with what I was seeing now. I tried to say something, but only a gurgle came out of my mouth. 

Katie wiped her mouth, and her expression confused me even further; she seemed to be smiling.  

I looked at her mouth, still unable to understand that just a moment ago it had been encircled around the filthy, hairy cock of Lou the biker king. 

“Katie?” I exclaimed. “What is...whah...the...” the sounds I was making didn't even really sound like words.

The sharp edges of betrayal were sawing through my torso. 

And yet, in another part of my body, I was feeling...was this right? Was my cock actually getting hard, looking at my wife, dressed like a hooker in thigh-high pleather boots, with another man's cum on her lips and drying in her hair?

“Sweetie,” she cooed, as though she were about to ask me to buy her a new pair of boots or something. “Don't be mad.”

“That's right,” Lou said. “Don't be mad. Kittie here is just paying us back for a hog she knocked over in the parking lot. So why don't you go on home?'

I looked from Lou to my wife, who was standing with her hip out suggestively, and I truly, genuinely, wanted to “just go home,” and have this nightmare end.

Instead I said, “No way. Katie, we're going home. We'll happily pay you - “

Lou waved at the bouncer, who caught my neck in his grip, and pushed me back into the chair. “Oh yeah,” Lou said, as if he suddenly had an idea. “I think you did say you wanted to pay off Katie's debt.” 

He let this sentence hang in the air, while everyone pondered it for a moment. Katie looked amused, and I thought of scenes from Pulp Fiction. I am sure I looked stricken.

And what in the hell was up with my wife? Why was she just standing there seductively, instead of running to my arms for me to save her? 

Not that I probably could, I admitted to myself. But still. What was she doing? She seemed so incredibly willing.

My thoughts returned to Lou's last suggestion, and I felt a little sick.

Then, suddenly he laughed. “Not like that,” he bellowed. He winked at me. “Nah. I have a proposal.” He nodded to the bouncer, who grasped my arms behind the chair and began to wrap something around them. “And it's not really a proposal, if you know what I mean.” He moved toward Katie, and placed his hands on her shoulders. “How about you sit here and watch Kittie here at work, and we'll take double the time off her debts? Why, Kittie, you could be out of here by the end of the night, at that rate.” 

Katie shrugged. 

“Katie what is going on?1” I said, and my voice was pleading. “What are you doing?”

She put her finger to her lips. “Sssshhhh,” she said. “Just enjoy the show.” 

“Katie, I-” 

“You can't shut up,” Lou said, “We're gonna have to shut you up.” 

I closed my mouth. I felt like i was going to start crying. 

“Rob. Go round up the boys. Tell 'em Kittie's husband wants to see what his wife does when she comes to work.” He laughed, sitting behind his desk. “Bring your punk husband to work day.,” he said. 

Rob leaned down to my ear. “Keep your mouth shut, or you'll have something in it.” 

Lou chuckled. Then he turned to Katie. “Get ready, darlin' Why don't you take it all off except them boots. Them boots are nice. Take that wig off, too.” 

“Katie,” I pleaded. “Please, what are you doing?” 

“I told you,” Lou said, pointing a finger at me. “I told you to shut up.” 

I moved my hands, and found that they were secured behind the chair tightly. I heard the heavy footsteps of Robe the bouncer change direction and return toward the room. 

And then his hands were on my chin, and pulling my mouth open by squeezing my nose shut and pressing on my lower jaw. Suddenly, a round, hard ball was in my mouth, stretching my jaw open. I yelled into the gag, but it muffled my voice to almost nothing. 

I started to panic, twisting in my restraints and yelling. 

Katie walked over to me, removing her shirt at the same time. I looked at her plastic, shiny boots, and her thighs, and the very short skirt that barely his her from view. “Honey,” she said, leaning down and placing her arms on my knees. “Just relax. Watch it. Enjoy it. I like biker cock,” she said. “What can you do?” 

I was panting and making a spectacle of myself as I watched her cross the room and toss her clothes onto the armchair where she had been giving Lou the blowjob. 

And then she was naked, all except her boots. Lou swaggered across the room and got a chair. He placed it in front of me, in the middle of the room. Katie sat down on it. She crossed her legs. 

I pleaded with her with my eyes, but she just smiled. 

The loud, heavy footfalls of the men from the bar began to reverberate in the stairwell, coming closer. I started to breath faster. I looked at Katie, begging now with my eyes, yelling into the ball gag – but to no avail. She licked her lips, and looked over my head at the door. 

“Hey boys,” she cooed, when they came into the room. 

They slapped me on the shoulder as they passed, teasing me like I was on some kind of team and I had just scored. I yelled louder, which only caused a few of them to laugh at me. 

They surrounded Katie in a half-circle, leaving a space for me to watch. 

“Who's first?” Katie said sweetly. 

An enormous man with a tattoo of a huge-titted woman on his arm and a pony tail of white hair, and white beard that was stained yellow around his mouth, moved toward her and unzipped his pants at the same time. He pulled out his cock and Katie opened her mouth, smiling. Then, without further ado, she took him into her mouth, all the way down, into her throat. 

The guy's cock was pretty big, and Katie swallowed the whole thing. To my horror, everyone around her – there were four guys now, started unzipping their pants and taking out their big cocks. 

A sticky gurgling sound was coming from Katie's throat. The man grasped her hair and pushed her all the way onto his cock. Her lips touched his dirty skin, his gray pubic curls. And then she was pulling off of him, and his cock was wet with her spit as she sucked hard all the way to very tip of his veined, crooked member.

Katie turned to her right, and opened her mouth for the very first cock she saw, eagerly swallowing it all. 

I had stopped moving in the chair, frozen by the disbelief of what I was seeing. 

I could also feel, inexplicably, that my own cock was hard as a rock. 

Now my wife had two cocks in her hands, one in each, and a third in her mouth. Lou was chuckling in his chair with his feet up on his desk, enjoying the show. As Katie switched from cock to cock, long strings of sticky spit linked her open mouth to the cock she had just sucked, and then fell to her chest, clinging to her bare chest. 

The third man went behind the chair, and placed his hands on Katie's neck and throat. I became alarmed for a moment, worried that he might try to choke her or strangle her. I twisted my hands in the restraints, but I knew t was futile, and what did I suppose I would do if I got out? Any one of these guys could beat me to a pulp himself, let alone all three of them, and Lou, and the bouncer, whose presence behind me I was keenly aware because of his heavy breathing. 

Instead of choking her, he tipped her head back. Katie submitted willingly, smiling like she was getting some kind of present. And then he placed his cock in her mouth, and all the way down her throat. The way she was tipped, all I could see was her exposed throat and the faint bulge where the tip of his cock was pressing outward at her throat. Moving up and down as she opened her mouth and let him fuck her throat. 

The others watched, their hands on their cocks, not needing to much to keep them hard and dripping with precum. My own cock was solid and I looked down to see a large stain of moisture where my cock was just gushing precum.

But Lou had other plans for her. “Kittie, honey, get up on that chair on all fours. Let's give her hubby here a real show.”

Katie leaned forward. Her lipstick was smeared and her face covered in spit, but she was smiling and she licked her lips, looking right at me, before complying with Lou's demands. 

She got onto the chair and they turned her around so that she was looking at me. 

My wife. Naked on a chair, with three men standing around her, their cocks swollen and ready to go, because she had just sucked them all down to their hairy balls. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.

“Turn that chair so he can see both sides,” Lou said. 

The men complied.

Now the chair was at an angle that allowed me to see the tiniest bit of Katie's pussy, which was wet and shining in the stark light, and her ass. The man behind her moved his cock to the opening of her pussy, and without much hesitation, pushed himself inside. He slid in to her very wet pussy with a sticky sound, and I watched as his cock became buried, all the way, in the soft flesh of my wife's pussy. 

I had stopped yelling, and now I was just sitting there in disbelief, breathing hard through the nose. 

The man began to pump his cock into her, and one in front of her brought the tip of his cock to her mouth. She puckered her lips to suck on the tip of it, and licked at it, smiling. He lifted it up to expose his big, hairy balls, and she worked her way down to those and then sucked them up into her mouth!

Now I could hear her beginning to moan. A moan of pleasure as the big, twisted biker cock filled her up and stretched out her pussy. But the second man standing behind my wife – a big-bellied man with darker skin and faded tattoos and a giant cock, pushed the first man away and went for her pussy. All the while she kept the balls of the third man in her mouth, mewling through her nose.

Lou stood up and came over to my chair. He put his hand on my shoulder. “You're being such a good sport. Ain't he, boys?” 

The man with his cock in my wife's pussy laughed, and thrust into her hard, making her howl into the scrotum she was devouring. The others grinned and kept their eyes on the scene in front of them. 

“I'll let you decide,” continued Lou. “What hole you want all these loads of cum in.” 

I stared at my wife's pussy wrapped around the cock that emerged and buried itself inside of her. 

I shook my head. I was sweating, my cock was painfully hard, and I was humiliated completely now.

“No?” Lou chuckled. He stood by me as the first man, who had already fucked my wife, moved to her mouth, and the man whose balls she had been so compliantly sucking on went to the back of her, where her swollen pussy was throbbing and spilling her pussy juices onto her thighs. He slammed into her, but Katie made no noise, because her throat was already stuffed with the cock of the first man. She could taste her own pussy now, I thought. 

The thrusts of the man fucking her pushed her forward, so that her forehead was slamming against the hardened beer belly of the man whose cock she had all the way down her throat. He grasped her beneath her neck, and started to fuck back, as if he wanted to counteract the force. 

For a moment the room went silent, as the remaining men, who did not actually have their cock inside of my wife, watched and listened. Both Katie' open mouth and her stretching pussy were emitting sticky, wet noises, and each man was slapping against her skin.

Meanwhile, Katie moaned in pleasure and purred like a cat. 

She seemed to be enjoying her “new job.” 

It was pretty clear that she actually loved biker cock – these huge, hairy, dirty men.

“Okay then. Let's put it all in her ass,” Lou said. “Hubby here can't make up his mind.” 

I opened my eyes wide in alarm. 

But it was too late. Lou was unzipping his pants now, and the bouncer had come from behind me to stand in the loosely-organized line behind Katie. Only the man who she was sucking off remained at her head, enjoying his blowjob, enjoying my wife's mouth. 

I started to hyperventilate. Okay, maybe that's an exaggeration. 

I yelled, wanting to scream No! But only able to make the same sound I had been making all along, a nondescript uuuuuuuuuuuugggh.

Lou waved the man at her face away, and he joined the line.

Katie turned her face to me. She perched her arms over the back of the chair, relaxed. Relaxed as anything, with her ass open to a line of men behind her, who seemed determined to fill her ass up with their cum.

Katie leaned her head on her forearms, and looked right at me. She smiled. It was a mean smile, a smile meant to make me feel bad. She wanted me to know how much better she liked all these bikers, that she enjoyed them fucking her this way and that. They were real men, and I was a wimp, tied to a chair and gagged with a ball gag. 

She licked her lips, and closed her eyes a little, as the first of the men got his cock wet in her pussy, and then pressed the tip of himself against her asshole. 

Her mouth opened wide, like a silent scream, and her hand moved back to her right asscheeks, when the man pushed inside of her. But she seemed to recover quickly, and opened her eyes to look at me. Her head bobbed forward as he slammed into her. 

In her ass, I thought. This man is fucking my wife in the ass. 

“Oh yeah,” he said, as if reading my thoughts. But now he was just working himself up to his orgasm. He started to fuck her faster and faster, and Katie began to howl. 

Was she getting off on this? It seemed like she was. She was starting to sweat, and she had her eyes half-closed...

When the man groaned with his orgasm, he pulled his cock out and shook his cum at her asshole. 

“That's one load,” Lou said. 

And then the next man took his turn, pumping himself into her, slapping against her ass. 

Katie moaned and screamed, and shuddered as she came. Then she rested her head on her forearm again and looked at me, her mouth open in a whoreish smile. 

My cock felt like it was going to rip open. There was now a splotch on my pants so large it almost looked like I had pissed myself. 

The second man grunted, and he, too, pulled his cock out to platter his load half into her ass and half all over the back of her. 

“Two loads,” Lou grinned. 

I watched in horror, my cock aching painfully, as the dark-skinned man buried his cock in my wife. I watched as she shook back and forth on the chair, and began moaning again, working up to another orgasm. She moved her own hand down to her pussy and began to stroke her clit. 

Lou watched her and nodded in approval. “Yeah, Kittie. I like it when you come with my cock in your ass.” 

I made a noise, breathing so heavily now that I was rising and falling in my chair. 

Three loads in my wife, and the bouncer, giving me a smug look, pushed into Katie. He turned to give me a smirk as he fucked her. “Ride that cock,” he said. 

He put his hands on the back of his head, the way a person relaxes in a reclining position, and smiled in my direction as my wife obeyed his command, She started to push her ass back and forth on his cock. 

By now, I knew, her ass was stretched open and gaping. I had seen it in many a porno, but now it was my own wife whose ass would be a huge black hole. And dripping with the cum of five men by the time they were done with her. 

The bouncer came, but it seemed to take him by surprise, and his cum burst deep into her ass. 

“Oh,” Katie exclaimed. “Oh!” 

Lou pushed the bouncer out of the way, and he was inside of Katie quickly. 

“Such a dirty, full ass,” he said. HE grunted as he pounded her, and she moaned and dropped her hand to hold onto the back of the chair because he was giving it o her so hard. 

Just as he seemed like he might come, and this humiliation might end, Lou stopped, panting over my wife with his cock all the way to the base in her hot, stretched ass. 

He pulled out slowly, and Katie howled as he did. 

Then he turned the chair, and pushed it forward, close to my face. “Let's have your hubby get a good a good view,” he breathed. 

And there it was. My wife's gaping asshole, with load after load of cum gushing from it. Stretched out, it was perhaps two inches in diameter. I stared at it. I closed my eyes, but then I opened them quickly. The cum just kept oozing out of her. 

Beneath her ass, her pussy was also swollen. Her juices had smeared all over the place, and they were also gushing from her. 

As I looked at all of this, her fingers moved into the scene, and pried apart the lips of her cunt so that I could see her finger working on her clit. 

And the Lou put his cock in her mouth. All of the cum and every thing else in her ass was now in her mouth, on his cock, and he was face-fucking my wife. 

Katie's fingers were working fast now, stroking herself furiously as she moaned into Lou's cock. 

When she came, she howled and almost choked on Lou's cock. Juices squirted from her sopping pussy and dripped all over hand. Her cum-filled ass throbbed and contracted, and creamy white come gushed from it. The force of her orgasm was so strong that some of the liquids sprayed out, flecking my face. 

Then Lou whipped the chair around, and he was back in her swollen ass.

My wife was right in front of my face. I could feel the cum that had splattered onto me drying. She smiled right into my face as Lou yelled and burst in her ass. 

I realized I hadn't taken a breath in a long time. I started to breathe again as the bikers moved around me, zipping up their pants, patting me on the shoulders. 

Katie stayed where she was, but she sat back on her heels, so she was sitting on the chair. She looked at me, still smiling lightly, unconcerned about the pain I was in. 

Lou sat back down at his desk. “I think you should let that guy have something. His cock is gonna fall off,” Lou chuckled. 

Katie leaned forward, a smirk on her face. She used one hand to unzip my pants, and pull my cock from them. 

Her hand felt so good I shuddered. I closed my eyes. I wanted to come so badly I didn't care about how it happened. I just needed to release all of this built-up cum. 

But Katie was enjoying my pain, it seemed. She met my eyes, and waited for me to open them. 

“Do you want to come, sweetie?”

I nodded. 

“Then let's be clear about something.”

Who was this woman?

“We aren't going to have “a little talk about this,” okay?” 

I stared at her for a minute. She was making my erection worse. Now the pain was everywhere, and I thought I was going to break down and start crying about it. I nodded. 

“Good boy,”

she said.

“Good boy,” Lou chuckled. 

She gave me a hand job. I was grateful for it – if it was all I could get, it was all I could get. I supposed that was my new role, and I should just be happy for what she gave me. 

I came quickly, thinking of her ass, and what it must have felt like for all the men before me to have her hot flesh around their cocks. 

And then she left me there, my hands tied behind my back, my pants open, a gag in my mouth, my cock limp in a pool of my own cum. She disappeared for a long time, and I just sat there, with Lou. When she returned, she removed all of these things, and I heard her footsteps disappearing down the stairs. 

“I have a shift at the bar, sweetie,” she called back. “So I'll just take a cab home.” 

And that was how I found out my wife was a hot wife and a biker slut. 
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Kelly is an average woman, with an average name, and she has a good husband. But lately something has been missing from their marriage: desire. Kelly finds herself entertaining the fantasy that her husband is cheating on her, but she isn't sure why. When she stops by his work with the pretext of having lunch, hoping to discover that he is up to something, she discovers the reason for her fantasy: she wants an excuse to cheat on him. His serious, devastating boss Anthony makes it obvious that he desires her, and lets her know he will be coming to dinner. But Anthony really has a lot more in mind than just dinner. When he finally invites himself over, and has to stay the night, he lets her know that he always gets what he wants...and what he wants is Kelly. You won't believe where they do it!
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